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It has been asserted that in 1788 the feeling of the
public about Marie Antoinette was so abominably un-
just that the government had hesitated, in the first
days of the exhibition of the Louvre, about exposing
Madame Lebrun's picture. But it is certain that the
sympathetic artist's eloquent brush silenced malice
and disarmed criticism.

"After the Salon," continues Madame Lebrun,
" the King having had my picture carried to Ver-
sailles, it was M. d'Angevilliers, then Minister of
Fine Arts and Director of the Koyal Buildings, who
presented me to His Majesty. Louis XVI. was kind
enough to talk with me for some time, and to tell
me that he was satisfied; then he added, looking at
my picture,' I am not familiar with painting, but you
make me love it.' "

The picture was placed in a hall of the grand
apartments, through which the Queen, passed every
day on her way to and from mass. A day came
when she no longer could endure to look at it. June
4, 1789, just at the opening of the States-General,
so fatal to the monarchy, the Dauphin, a charming
boy, amiable and intelligent, died at Meudon, in his
eighth year. His poor mother, overwhelmed with
grief, was unable to look at the canvas on which were
the features of the dear boy for whose death she
was weeping. She could never pass through the
hall where this picture hung, without shedding tears,
and a queen has no right to weep. "She told M.
d'Angevilliers at that time," adds Madame Lebrun,